























































































































Dear Campus, farewell to thee,

To your plants colored and bright;
Your flowers, no more [ see

No more I marvel at your sight.

Trarewell oh days, and hours so sweet
So ever full of joys and play;

So glad were we, happy to meet

The morning of the second day.
Ifarewell oh friends, you are so dear,
So true you were to me and kind,

It does not help to shed a tear

Though {riends like you I'll never find.
Oh friends, if is departing day,

So come along and say farewell,

To your teachers come and say
Things that before were hard to tell.
You should regret my friends and weep
Regret, two years that passed so soon,
Recall the nights you did not sleep

But you stayed gazing at the moon.
Regret, remember, and be glad
You've had a chance in A.J.C.

But I know still, that yvou are sad

To leave that hill above the sea.

Fatima Zein.
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PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

Once long ago in a land far, far away,
there was a girl named Eagerheart.

One day when she was 16 years old, her
father and mother talked to her and said :
“Eagerheart, tomorrow you will begin your
journey on the long road called Higher Educa-
tion. You have come along an easier path so.
far. Now there will he more hills to climb,
In some places the way will not be clearly
marked and you must make your road. In
other places there will be many roads and you
will not know at first where to turn. But if
vou will always keep vour eyes ahead to the
hills whereon stands the shining City of Wis-
dom vou will not lose your way. Remember
all that we have taught vou; be brave and
cheerful always.”

Fagerheart was very excited becanse for
many months she had heard about this journey
and had talked to some who had traveled that
way. ‘She felt much older and much wiser
than she had on the road of last year, and with
an excited anticipation began her journey a
few days later.

At the very beginning she needed her
courage, for it seemed that there were so many
difficulties placed in the way of the travelers.
Nearly every face was strange. She stumbled
over the sharp stones called New Regulations.

A stranger whose name was Independence
walked with her along this way, but she seem-

ed cold and aloof, not at all as friendly and

understanding as her mother and her sisters
had heen. Independence kept telling her to be
strong—now she was to plan her own j(i)urnc_\-'.
make her own decisions.  Wasn't that much
better than leaning on someone ? Wiping her
tears, IEagerheart went on determined not to
turn back.

Gradually the unfamiliar, rocky road grew

wider and more straight with glimpses of the

blue lake of Happiness and the soft grass of
Comfort. Eagerheart had by this time made
many friends. One, called Dependability, was a
sturdy traveler, always ready with a happy word
or a sandwich. Eagerheart and Dependability
were walking one day when along came skip-
ping someone called Frivolity. *“Why do vou

always stay on this dull and monotonous road ?”

she called. “Let’s go down to the city of Gayety.

‘There are always some thrilling parties there.

We can get back here later and what's the

difference !"

Eagerheart hesitated though Dependabili-
ty went steadily on. This new person was as
light as foam and so much more exciting than
Dependability. She could see the shining
towers of Wisdom and of course could easily
find her way back to them whenever she wanted
to. So waving goodbye to Dependability, they
raced off down the hill of Postponed work to

~

e

the city of Gayety. Such a merry time there !
They tossed the balloons of Laughter, visited
all the booths where gossip was sold, and spent
all the money they had left in a street called
Vanity where rows of shoes and purses and
dresses and cosmetics were spread out before
their fascinated gaze.

Dizzy with delight, Eagerheart joined in
all the fun, but when morning came she found
that she had slept on the hard bench called
Makeup Examinations and was all alone. The
road called Discomfort which led back up to
the road of Higher Education was a hot and
tiresome climb. but half way up a stranger who
said her name was Try Again, took hold and
helped push her back along the way.

Eagerheart found that a heavy shower
called Term Papers was beating upon the road.
She had been warned that such storms fre-
quently appeared along this way but today she
was quite unprepared and had not a single
primary source as an umbrella, but using in-
stead secondary sources she went determined-
ly along until she found the storm lessening and
the rain falling only with soft and gentie drops.
The shining towers of Wisdom gleamed more
brightly after the rain.

Now the journey was nearly half over.
The most frightening experience of these next
few wecks was a monster called Mid Year
Exams. Viewed from afar, he seemed the size
of a mountain, pouring forth clouds of flame,



but as the travelers hesitantly approached, he
shrank to normal size and vanished in the
distance. Pilgrims who had gone this way
before said he appeared only twice a year.

Two girls, twin sisters called Giggling and
Chattering, were popular and often took Eager-
heart along with them arm in arm.  They were
fun for a little while, but Eagerheart always
noticed that when they left her some of her
money called Time was missing. She didn't
remember their asking for it, but perhaps they
needed it and had taken it without asking. She
resoived to be very busy the next time they asked
her to walk with them.

Eagerheart was less footsore and timid
on this second part of her journey, and her
very familiarity with the road made her notice
a traveler she had not paid much attention to
at first—a person called Superiority. What
fascinated Eagerheart was the nose of Super-
iority. It pointed up, and so did her head.
Fagerheart admired the posture and tried to
imitate it for some time. She did so fairly
successfully until she stumbled over the ditch
of Pride and collided with another girl whose
name was Humility. Their two noses were
not a bit alike, Eagerheart found, in comparing
the two, but somchow Humility's nose was not
ahove the shining towers of Wisdom, as Su-
perioritv's had been.

She caught up with Punctuality and De-
pendability again. They both were carrying
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notebooks marked Committees, and the three
girls got in conversation with a charming wo-
man called Social Service who seemed to know
many of the people in the city of Wisdom and
said she would introduce them when they ar-
rived there.

The way during the last weeks led up the
steep paths of Concentration and Discipline
and frequent showers of term papers made the
road difficult at times, but the travelers stopped
occasionally along the sunny slopes of Restful-
ness. It was during one of the afternoons on
that slope that Eagerheart found herself near a
girl called Minimum Effort who seemed to be
almost asleep and didn’t stiv when the others
walked on. Eagerheart shook her. “Come on,
It's time to go; we'll lose the others.”

“Oh, what's the hurry,” was the slow an-
swer. “There are always short cuts. T’ve
noticed before that you always plod along the
main road. Why there are dozens of easier
ways to do it. Come on and I'll show you.”
And rising lazily, Minimum Effort led Eager-
heart on the path called Borrowed Notes and
another named Easy Reading. It seemed all
right but Eagerheart could hear the other tra-
vellers exclaiming over some of the beauty of
the view on their road which she couldn’t see
at all.

She stopped a moment to wonder what the
others saw to exclaim over when she saw a
letter marked with her name on the path. In

astonishment she picked it up. IHow did any-
one know she was there ?  Quickly she read
it and her eyes filled with tears. The paper
dropped from her hands and she sank down
on the comfortable bench of Self Pity. There
a girl called Helpfuiness saw her erying. “What
is the matter ? che asked.

“Oh, T just had a note from Criticism,”
Fagerheart sobbed. I don’t like her at all
How dare she tell me that I'm not walking
straight; that T talk too much to Minimum
Effort and Carelessness.  What business is it
of hers if T do 77

“But my dear,” said Helpfulness kindly,
“you do, sometimes, don’t you ? Why not be
honest and face it. Is that all she said #”

“No—but she began with that...She said
T was better than they; I had better parents
and that I had looked happier and traveled
better when I walked with Earnestness and
Hard work.”

“And so you do,” answered Helpfulness.
“You don’t really belong with that lazy crowd.
Let's go back and join the others along the
main road. They are not far off. Come on,
wipe vour tears, and let’'s run down this slope
of Weekend.” Consoled, Eagerheart went a-
long with her, and now the shining towers of
Wisdom seemed to be very, very near—almost
around the next bend in the road.

—Helen Naundorf
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A PSALM

Oh Lord, our IFather, Thou art high.
Bless Thou the work of Thine own hand.
Thy people that Thou hast blessed of old,
Save them our Lord on sea and land.

The war has brought the world great suffering
The purest children are destroyed.

Oh Lord, this suffering will not happen

If we the evil will avoid.

Oh IFather, be with them who rule us

And show them all the way of Truth.

And let them know their strength is nothing.
It is the passing strength of vouth.

We lack Thy spirit; grant us vision.
We fail to see Thy power and might.
Our Father we are weak, ch help us
To see the wonders of Thy light.

Christ came to earth to show Thy mercy
He suffered, died to save us all.

But we refuse and doubt His message
And never answer to His call.

We take this life somewhat too casy,
And we depend on gold alone.
We do not strive for what is higher
Our spirit's call, that holy tone.

Our Lord, we cheat, we lie, and never,
We never think that it is wrong.

Give us the sight that sees for ever,
And for Thy face will ever long.




Shatter our pride, it makes us stumble,
Rule our desires and be our guide.

Let’s be like Him, who's meek and humble
The One who saved us when He died,

Oh Lord, our Father, we do thank Thee
For Him whom you have sent of old,
Our Saviour. May we have his spirit
His word and light forever hold.

This Word shall rule the universe

The Light shall shine and never fade.
The people then will hear Thy calling
Fulfill the plan that Thou hast made.

—Suad Wakim

“What is God like 7" I asked,

“I do not understand Him.”

Men say He created the world;
They say that He is good,
Loving, just and kind.

Then why is there evil,

Hate, injustice and wrong ?
“What is God like ?” T asked.

“I do not understand Him at all.”
“Where is God ?" T asked,

“T cannot find Him.”

Men say He is found through prayer.
They say He answers our requests
And gives us what we ask.

But I pray out unto God,
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And no change came to me at all.
“Where is God?” I asked.

“I cannot find Him anywhere.

“What is the Way of God?" T asked,
“How is man to live ?”

“Be pious and humble and sinless,”

I am told. “Swear not nor do wrong.
And you shall be rewarded in Heaven.”
Sould 1 live only for a reward ?

Must I obey Someone I do not know ?
“What is the Way of Ged 2" 1 asked,

“By what is man supposed to live

Now I am happy, and secure, and glad,

For I have found my God—

I know that there is war, spite and wrong,

But can the day dawn when there has been no
night ?

Only those who flee God never find Him.

I know now what I must do :

I want to be sure, and earnest and gay,

I must truly love God and my fellow men.

But not out of fear or promise of reward,

But because I am His alone.

Now [ am content and happy once more,

For T have found my God.

—Dorothy Woolworth

A PSALM

ALLATH is Great and His Greatness
is shown in all that is around us :

ALLAH, we are in times when the Graces
Thou hast granted us are used for
destruction instead of the good they

are meant te serve.

Man, by Thy Divine Will, has conquered
the air : To hear through the ether,

to ride it, and what does

he use it for ? Destruction !

Man has learned to make compounds

out of the molecules. He could have used
this ability for so many things but

what does he use it for 7 Destruction.

ALLATI, there are so many things
to love, and yet, man does not see
them. How could he ? Man'’s heart
is a vascular organ. Man's brain
is to think of anything out of the
benefits of others.

Man treats his fellow man roughly. He
exploits him and sucks the corpuscles
out of him.

A poor degenerate from the ape, and
yet he owns factories

that have the heart throbs and the
respiration of our modern times
through their chimneys. He issues
rules, puts rulers and is later epslaved
by these rules and rulers.
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ALLAH, open our hearts and let it be
something other than the left and right
auricle and ventricle. Let it be
something sensitive, I pray thee
ALLAH, Let it be what you want

it to be. Let it contain things other
than pure and impure blood.

Let it contain beauty, let it

contain humanity, let it contain the
thing that in it rests all things.
IFaith in you, ALLAH.

—Salwa El Husry

POETIC PARLEY

It was a quiet Thursday afternoon in mid-
April.  The waters of the Styx lapped softly
against its banks, and the weeds waved baclk
and forth in the wind. The Hades” IHappy
Tea House was empty except for a quiet figure
sitting in one corner smoking an opium pipe
and gazing abstractly at the cypress tree above
his head. From time to time he murmured
something about Kant or utilitarianism, but
there is no one to hsten to him.

Az a tall man approached the “Tea-House"
with a swinging gate, the proprietor came out
to greet this distinguished customer, “Good
afternoon, Mr. Wordsworth. Fine day, isn't



it ? Come right over here, please. M.
Coleridge has already arrived.” Nodding his
assent, Wordsworth followed the proprietor and
sat down in a comfortable chair to pick the:
burrs off his trouser legs. The task com-
pleted, he turned to his companion and said, “T
see that you too have found here peace and caim
from all the bustle of life in Hades. What
these people can find that is so necessary to
busy themselves with is more than I can see.
On Earth I partly understood their hurry but
surelv here they could rest.” Coleridge turn-
ed his gaze from the cypress tree to his friend.
“Did you say something ?” he asked. as he
took a puff on his pipe.

“T said,” answered Wordsworth, clearing
his throat, “that T find a divine inspiration on
my walks along the quiet hanks of the Styx:
and 1 wondered if you did too.”  But Coleridge
was gazing at the cypress tree with a blank ex-
pression on his face.

At this moment, Shelley and Keats came
walking up, talking earnestly together. They
were warmly greeted by Wordsworth, while
Coleridge favored them with a nod. “We met
Byron as we came along,” announced Shelley,
“he was talking with a fair young lady, but he
said he'd be right here.”

“He'll come as soon as he can, I'm sure,”
said Keats; and he wandered off to examine
some scarlet flowers growing near-by.
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Byron soon came in, bowed gallantly to
the as‘semblcd gathering and sat down non-
chalantly.

“The subject we are to discuss this after-
noon,” announced Wordsworth, “is the answer
we want to send to the Daily News’ in reply to
their question of what poetry really is.”

Shelley leaned forward eagerly. “That's
easy; the whole thing is so obvious if only
pe()'ple would see it. Poetry is the means which
raises man {rom commonness up to his highest
ideals.”

“Yes," assented Wordsworth, it brings
one into communion with God.”

“Humph !  Religion again !" sniffed
Byron. “You are really only talking about
‘Communion with God™ and ‘high ideals’ in an
attempt to redeem man'’s base conduct. It's all
nonsense ! Poetry is a forceful and emphatic
way of writing prose !”

“Oh no !” Keats came up to the others
quickly. “Poetry is much mere than that. It
is a soothing friend — an eternal and gracious

»

“Put it is much more than a friend,” in-
terrupted Shelley. “Poetry is a record of the
best and the happiest moments of man's life.”

“You all have forgotten magic in poetry,”
Coleridge announced solemnly, “it is a means
which takes one to imaginary, faery lands.”

“Why are we bothering with all this, in
any case ?” Byron moved irritably on his chair.

“Why does ‘The Daily News' want this from
us 7 And why should we bother ourselves
with their petty discussions?”

“Oh, but we must answer,” returned
Wordsworth.  “It is our duty to give a reply.
We must do what the souls of Hades expect
from us.”

“Bother convention and opinion,” blurted
Shelley. “It is high time someone announced
to the inhabitants of Hades that we are no
longer going to follow the rules and regulations
of Earth.”

“Absolutely,” boomed Byron. “I suggest
that we ignore ‘The Daily News' and then may-
be the others would learn to leave us alone.”

“We ought to reorganize the society of
Hades. If we would write out our plans and
publish some pamphlets. ... I know Gutenberg
would be glad to do the job for us.... we
could achieve freedom from those senseless
regulations of Hades.” This was from
Shelley. :

“Do you suppose it would work?"” Keats’
eyes were shining.

Byron lighted a pipe. “If you want to
start a revolution for liberty, you'd want some-
thing stronger than pamphlets.”

“Friends, I have a plan.” It was Coleridge
speaking. “Let's leave this place and start our
own society farther up the river Styx. No one
would bother us there. Everything on an equal
basis—work, study, reading.”
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“TI'd have to think it over.” Wordsworth
was obviously not enthusiastic.  “Could we
bring any one along with us ? T mean, friends
or relatives ?"

“An ideal society,” Coleridge continued,
“has been planned and thought of since man
ever began to think above his material needs.
The philosophy of an ideal state demands equali-
ty, wisdom, vision, preparedness...."

“And love and friendliness, too’ put in
Keats.

“It demands equality wisdom, interest, and
intellect,” Coleridge went on passively. "It
calls for skillful planning and philosophical
ideals. As we...."”

At this point the reporter from the ‘Daily
News' arrived. “Have you gentlemen a state-
ment to make about poetry ?”

“Why, yes,” Wordsworth cleared his
throat gravely, “Poetry is a spontancous ex-
pression of emotion....”  Here he smiled
contentedly, “which redeems man from decay.”
Shelley nodded eagerly. *“. .. .and which by its
force and power...." Byron merely grunted.
“....lifts man to a level of enchantment...”
Coleridge was still gazing at the cypress tree.
“...and a new realm of beauty.” Keats smiled
appreciatively.

And the reporter jotted it all down con-
scientiously.

—Dorothy Woolworth.




THE FORTUNE TELLER

One bright Sunday afternoon, a little
old lady sat on her porch looking out to the
sea watching the waves hreak on the rugged
brown cliffs near-bye with a sad and pensive
look, when her young daughter Mary came
running out to her. The old lady looked at
her affectionately and opened her mouth to
speak but Mary burst in : “Oh Mother, please,
do let me go to the fortune-teller.  All the girls
are going.  We do not believe in what he says
but we want to do it for fun.”

“Your father said these very words, Mary,”
answered her mother sadly, “when he told me
he was going to see a fortune-teller. T believe
that these people have a power of suggestion
over certain people and I advised him not to go
but he went in spite of my protests. After that
day 1 noticed that he looked and acted somewhat
queer and always spoke ill of fortune-tellers
saying they were rogues.  Some years passed
like this and we went to Italy; after some days
they brought his drowned body back to me. T
never knew how he had died until later when
I came across his diary. Then I knew the
truth.” T kept the secret jealously up till now.
Women can keep secrets, their own secrets, even
though others say they cannot. I have always
kept the diary about my person for fear some-
one should read it and know my secret. Talke,
read and let it be a warning to you.”

The girl took the diary with. trembling

hands and read the passages her mother pointed
out to her.

“I have gone to a fortune-teller today,
they are an abominable lot.  They don't know-
much of the truth though they pretend they do.
Imagine, just today one of them told me that
I would commit suicide and that he saw drops
of water mingled with blood on my hand.
Suicide ! Nonsense | Only crazy people do
such things or may be those who are afraid of
facing difficulties. Why should T commit sui-
cide 7 I am happy now and I hope I am not
crazy.”

“It is strange that on this April day my
heart would feel cold as though it were winter.
This feeling is awful; all around me the birds
are singing. the grass is green and dotted with
pretty little colored flowers; everything is very
beautiful but I am not comforted and I feel
restless.  Oh, that I had someone in whom I
could confide but I do not know myself what I
feel. I wonder if Death is not better than the
life I am now leading. T have no interest in
myself or in anything else anymore. T used to
enjoy riding, bicyeling, swimming, but now I
am indifferent to all these. I used to enjoy
reading very much, but I do not like it anymore.
What is it 7 What is the cause of this general
apathy that has come over me ? I even do not
know what I feel. T am restless. T only know
that I have a strong feeling against that fortune-
teller.  Oh, why did T ever go to him ?”

“Last night I had a dream. 1 dreamed
that there was a long flight of stairs leading
to the sea which seemed to invite me to come
and step into it. It was rather stormy but I
wanted to get down to the sea which seemed to
invite me to come and step into it. It was
rather stormy but T wanted to get down to the
bottom. I ran down the steps and after a
time, that seemed to me eternity, I was finally
on the last step and the water was splashing
over me. I saw my face reflected in the water.
It was long drawn and looked more like a de-
mon's face than my own. It danced up and
down glaring all the time at me and presently
there were other faces too all looking at me
driving me mad. They really enraged me and
with a scream I woke up. My wife told me I
had talked in my sleep. It was fortunate she
did not understand what I said. I really must
be careful. The sea has an attraction for me
but I don't know why. Why did the fortune-
teller tell me that he saw drops of water on my
hands 7"

Some people confide their troubles to al-
most everyone they meet but I cannot do so.
I am afraid of people. They are ever so ready
to make one feel ridiculous ! When I think
of public opinion and the sorrow of my family
I try to put away my flighty decision to .. ..
and I put an extra effort in the battle against
myself. A wild look meets my eyes sometimes
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when I look into the mirror. I see my wife
looking at me with surprise and I pretend that
I have pain somewhere so that she might not
guess the truth, When I speak I do not recognize
my own voice. I try to keep it steady but
sometimes I fail. I wonder will this mental
agony last long 7 Madness is better than this
living hell.”

“Oh God, why don't you help me in my
troubles ? I am sad and dejected.  If this
noise goes on in my ears any longer I am afraid
I shall go mad. It is like the sounds of little
bells ringing, ringing all the time without stop-
ping. Of what use is this life ? Of what use
is the world 2 Of what use am I to this world?
It is not a fit place to live in and T am not fit
to live in it. My feverish brain urges me to
get out of this awful place that other people
call Earth. But I am weak and cannot be-
cause I am a coward and I am afraid that T
will not succeed like the other time and people
will ridicule me once more. Oh, what shall
I do? T have a feeling the fortune-teller's
words will come true.”

R
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“Well, Mary, it secems that the fortune-
teller's words did come out true. Promise me,
Mary that you will not go.”

“Oh mother, T am not quite sure,” she
said as she ran away. Her mother watched
her go with tears in her eyes.

Elizabeth Baldazarian.




THIEE PAINTER

Tt was one of the coldest days of February;
the Alps were covered with snow ; their piercing
peaks were appearing and disappearing at the
back of the black and fearful clouds. The
night was falling and the darkness was be-
coming more and more impenetrable, hiding
the villages at the foot of the mountains. You
could liear from a distance the evening bells of
the church mingling with the roaring of the
swollen river and the whistling of the wind.
There was a mysterious music all over the
village at the foot of the mountain. When
the bell ceased its pealing an absolute silence
ruled, cutting away all traces of habitation.
Iiverything related to life was quiet, but the
river continued to roar and swell and the wind
to blow even more wildly.

Life must have been more lively at an
carlier period of that day, for, there were traces
of footsteps, and many passers-by had trodden
through the snow; many diverse paths had
crossed and recrossed each other.

Life must have been still more cheerful in
the past months, {or, the plains which were now
white with snow had been rich with grain—
and surely many men and women after their
happy day of honest toil from morning till
evening had walked out or sat about in the
calm evening air, under the shadow of the
mountain and looked down on the golden plains,

on fruit-laden trees and woodlands, had talked
and laughed with each other, had been content
with their own pleasant, useful lives which are
not burned up with envy or desire to be some-
one else. Yes, truly, life must have been very
happy and full in those summer days !

It was not on such a happy and pleasant
spring evening or on a fresh summer day that
the artist painter visited this lonesome village.
That day was a day of storm and terror, a day
of death, silence and unavoidable tragedy. It
was a day when, above, against the sky, large
black sheets of clouds were floating across the
furious river which had flooded many fields.
And the wind was blowing fiercely through the
barren trees.

Only this man had the courage to walk
that evening on the snow to fulfil the desire of
his heart, and his footsteps were heard like
heavy hammers. The bitter cold and the wild
wind had no meaning for this courageous man;
he did not feel the mystery which was sur-
rounding him and haunting him. He had one
vision and one aim; for you could see him
standing alone, his eyes fixed on one picture,
which he was planning to reproduce on his can-
vas. What was the picture that had such an:
attraction for him ?

It was a small wooden hut, partly buried
in snow, a few barren trees surrounded it. The-
hut seemed to be deserted and there was no.

indication of human habitation. With a final
look the painter fixed his paints on the pallet
and taking his brushes started to work. It did
not take a long time for the dexterous fingers
of the artist to outline the scene and paint it.

With a joyful sigh he pushed the canvas
away from him and looked at the picture in-
tently. But alas, the artist was not satisfied
for the smile disappeared from his face and a
frown took its place; the eyes filled with unshed
tears, the fingers clutched the brushes fiercely.
At last he looked around helplessly, his gaze
rested on the cottage but every line, every curve,
every expression of the scene was correctly
done—but—still, there was something lacking.
The picture was too deadly and mournful.
Wasn't there any hope of putting life into that

cottage ?.... Yes, there was hope. Taking his
brush the artist added some gold in the win-
dows .... The picture was changed. There

was light in the cottage. The storm could
change the external appearance of the cottage,
but could not influence the inside, for, some-
thing bright was inside, something stronger
than the storm itself. There was light.

—Alice Guekguezian
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SOME COLLEGE SONGS

O just look at Junicr College,

She's really very small

But a finer little college you'll not find.

You may search the country over

Jut she will beat them all

For improvement of the body, soul and mind.

— Chorus -—

Then here's to the white
And here's to the green
And three cheers for our college everytime
IFor she's wide awake and growing
And we are proud to say
That she's way, way up, and still
she’'s on the climb.

It's a lovely little campus
That lies enfolded here
In the gold and purple of the setting sun.
Where amid the graceful verdure
Of daisies white and fair
Is our College where we have our
work and fun.

Though our trees are rather tiny
And several vears may pass
Before we walk and study neath their shade;
Yet a college isn't measured
By rocks and trees and grass
But by truth and high ideals that will
not fade.




If she's busy all the while

She’s an A.J.C. girl.

If she has a friendly smile

She’s an A.J.C. girl.

If she's eager and offers to do,
Projects and playdays and social work too
And when her work is done
Has a great deal of fun

She's an ALJ.C. girk

Tf she's always with a hook
She's an A.J.C. girl.

For: three sources has to look
She's an A.J.C. girl.

If she passes her quizzes with ease
Math, Soc, and Econ

Knows lots about these,

And finds something to do

Her ouside reading too

She's-an: ALJ.C. girl.

If she wears a suit of g-een
She's an A.J.C. girl.

On the courts is often seen

Shels an A€, girl.

[f she's in every college affair,
Alert, good-looking, and quite debonair,
Knows what to do and say

In quite a grown-up way

She's an A.J.C. girl.
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SHE AIN'T GONNA BE THE SAME
NO MORE

Miss Frosh arrived, fresh as a bird
We'll tell you now just what occurred
—She ain't gonna be the same no more.

She chose her course for the next two term
They punctured her ‘gainst typhoid germs.

She started in with English one,
The Sophomores-said the course was fun.

In Religion class she wore a crown
But Arabic One sure got her down.

On Monday morn her room-mate slept
While to her class at dawn she crept.

She wore no hat to ABC
They lectured her at Bab Edris.

She signed her name five minutes late,
A “campussed” note was then her fate.

Some months have gone

"Twas lots of fun,

But now her life has just begun.

She ain’t gonna be the same no more.

SOME THINK IT WORTH THEIR
WHILE

Some think it worth their while to go to College
And so do I. And so do L.

Some think that only men arc fit for knowledge,
But not so 1. O no not L

In Mathematics I may be defective;

I know ’tis true of not a few,

But sports and pastimes are my chief elective,
In cach thing new you'll see me too.

— Chorus —
Junior College only to be there
Drives away each melancholy care;
She charms my eye, my muscle trains
And gives me information rare,
Alma Mater fair, since thou art mine
My heart is thine.

Some think it fun to take examinations

But not so I. O dear not I

A fact that's proved without a demonstration
I'll not deny, no use to try;

But out of doors my feet are oiten flying
Where mountains clear frame campus dear,
Term papers shall not keep me always sighing
When friends are near, with smiles and cheer.

THE MORNING HYMN

When the morning light is breaking
O'er the Eastern mountain's rim
And the world to work is waking
Let us sing our happy hymn.

Here's to the blue sea before us,
Here's to the mountains old;
Here's to the friends that love us
And our love shall ne'er grow cold.
For hours of work and study

For rest and play time too

In the buildings on the hilltop
Junior College, here’s to you !

Quin quin qually ally molly das nix

Um quin qwa, um quin qwa,

Quin quin qually ally molly das nix

Um quin, qwa, um quin qua,

O Junior College, qually ally ally um bah

O Junior College, qually ally ally um bah,
um bah, UM BAH !!




sawal) Bmedl) & 08 N 221 sate 6,55 LD
do Balll 25 )1 I Lo e 2 el b e
JI gVl oda 33505 € L olel) L » L3l ke
—: 5yl

Clobol sy

Wleds G5l JJo»

San o e adh M el uaY rs Ll
SY VI oV OV 625 Ll WG Cuesidll
Slmll Ly Sl € 3, 0L el Jalddl
oeXS s SLdally STV Sl 2l sl
Sl Gols oyl B o ¢ Bl 3pby
of e ST s ¢ 63Vl 3l J Zdndl
A£s CC ST e e EST L b Y el
spve &l s NI all g2y Wy o oSl
SIS

Godia

88

35 030
«Jﬁ;i‘i ® 106 0 Ji;‘l o o g Jibi)) —
«r,...;”-._

« "U J:’)ﬁ‘ C}tg D
g el ef e W € S
s Ms J\':Jl; J:Ul (J)I: 4 L:,l_; Ae ‘:,;aif ; 4.3'F|J.I‘

o) Sy sl e e s € Tk V1 e
4 ! 5]‘.‘.l alld o Je LI ai Ol disle pros

Al g8l 2ok, 12 SV Sl & ol
GF Sty |5 AT e ey G STy oM
Laitza oB1,11 @ Dler 57 07 Lokie (e ¥ 3 431 ke
3l miyply Loleds Dt ST N3 J3ls

% (ll.Jl :JU .._113&0 hj};_’ ::le}

055 g T wuld i o131 2o &l

2B 5l @ aalins G2y Lo 251 573 CLl;.

lﬁj;T_, 4 lrﬂ):J laselze c;l.n_,u” -J:E al ¢ J‘Y.'“

Goageda ol I 22l e g2 dgnte Bk Syl
€Ol Ty AL 50 Lol &) Le s LS
loyd A, Al G i 2l 30 Ly gl
G oA ale s a2 ldl, gt
ez B aldbycens Gove Tae dl d ol
sl 88 Jlad) e £l5 D5 OY
Al Dyl ¢ l?:,l_ﬁ- H‘J 513)“’ L '-'-'—“*":‘5
Lotze [ztas o 57 505 o o deais 13l

L ol 25 a5 jalb il L1 L5 33 =0

Gl I sl O 2T d Gemndl > 2 2

e 45 lesy e 0o 928l &L Ll

Ao os. [,IB_U Ol

sl Je O S PSRN | JCI Q,lﬂ\ r”_,_H )

Au..\)L'J..c Sl g ltﬂ \J.\f‘li) .(,?;::. O ;‘LFB e é”

e I:ﬁr‘,“ )?.'-” b\:—' 11:.5}.' :,:i- éb‘)” J‘ ‘Jﬂ!
09 4 l:J'J

ML TSTE el Sl Ao s oty 23 )
s loasy da il sl -2 glaisodeile,
A iy DBV Bl es Gl lesad
© bl

iS5 MLV 5585 e 5 513 Ll =
0,500 5 Lol J1 o W 2 o )% ol
? G p ol

SV Ealll Lna ol Oy W 2l Sa8Y1 5T
SN2 Lo oy Tt la 2 Lol o, ) i
Jzo oo sy Oyaux (" O3l e € sl gl »
@S AT ey 30 55Ny b Y
AWt ("‘L ESa ey -‘),F‘,ll 3 &l r,la.,
dalee ail? d {’A’;f logled s o0l ol e (6005
€pad 5L Je B &l ooy Elel a8l o
R TRITE S

S PR I O < A PEL PSR N NS 38
ey G =) e IYL o, ol b
¢ LB yo S B ey S5 O e <01l 1 J)
N 2 #2053 62 3V 2 Ll B
gy e dlads oo gl LY pLaiVl



e 243 U7 Ll 55+ O 135y o+ 3TN
s e ool e Y i) @1 pads O
g2 bl 2 e Gl el GV ol ol A
s GUE Ak, Tl = R ;,Jrf oYl
N Do d o 2 Bl 26 e (Ll
G ) &5 nall 3ol ks =i, %l 3 el
ls el s Lolegler Tz e a e
Gealas D3l s o133 Ol L 55 5T
oW o f P Tl 4 i Lo Vil 2 7 15, U3
Je )t V3 ) gkl - bVl 45 3aS o (e
2 v 332 (¢ by Tmo o ¢ i3
O gl b U e 1 g stV ke 51 b
e Bilen 0,50 € 3 Y1 iy s 15 g5
€1 {555 e
e v alaal Lir sl G ot 13a
Gl 5 csul) ZdLLL =3 15 a ke L
Wi o)l oo bald ¢ Sl Y i (sl )
B . L_,(.:LS.:)_»\J L==> L_;H o ) Ly 8 geal
iﬁfj\, .:,f—;_— s u(l;,u 31\ ._:,a.i)' Ol lA..\ﬂ;
Oz e Sl o) ol LDy € Juisy 2 )

90

€ ddazs »

& Lrers Jo off oy 1 ol o 2l

s« 1 Jl Ji oo @) 180,85 ol < Ladlh
lppaz & Ll 26 L3 oo i 3057 8y pecd
il ity oo 268 Wiz b 325 by 25205 1 e
B O S PR B S B B | PO

» [ o X el s . .-A o
ooy gy ksl a3 2l o Sl u-n”

;Ja'g.: tJ.,__,g. é\ l,(,.,!) Sty __..“..aj‘ Jc &Q\;
._-",,;:X>J T..\:a.v- \?::.:c :,o-.:i; (.))ti “:GJ .L\..I F ¢ gTJ)"J:"

S Lalal s @ g,\'_,,,nc;» 5 Al il S

Al:.,:“ ;).\;’-&_’:..’ * i’b\’_’ l:-ﬁ‘t!)‘{:‘ ;;\‘:‘ ;.‘i.}u‘ ‘:J}::.
dybll 2zls bl Bas oy ey Vi € LEL

o3 or o3 B 4l BN B ¢ el e SOVI

0551\':1" ‘;9'” :3);.” 90 p.:\b ¢ {,-J . u‘d.u’” (),)EN

U ed (ST gt o eio Do 50 L Ll
? Znall @ duyal) d) eyl sty Glat Lde o> e

l';,g oad3 O lasal) o @1 o dadl e r"J‘

G o tally deald) sl dasld) Zeldl 3y
el g e (6 2V U sl s SlasTI Re ey e ol
Baels Bids x o e ke ? dw e
I TR R P PR R TS R NP
G @ S o BT oI bl Vs oo
Lgids 65555 o el o ol me e it
e Yoy A5 ) 37 g2 JoaF (5o o571 e
danall iy S & g 5K

gl 1 s Bl e IS
vl et Wiy 4y O ey 2SI O 136
ol e O Ul U3 b SV el 8
Bl oE B - o) IOV b g 0T A1
e ool &3 Leb G o b g i 5 e Bolb)
A By 4y 5T als M B L]

5% g W el AT L5 05 135
| eVl 3oy bl

tHhe o

o1

b @ DL 5T T L iy ppeaelas
AL 0570 5T il ey DB —5aall 0 B3V
ASWIE By xsT plal 2W1 G P t:,{-u
Op B £ Ol b Sl ST ez
Py f:ll &)m‘ ._-,:'2:- Je o= L} R:v}\:‘h} 51-.0‘):‘: GJ
° ‘:’?:U)E,U ‘J CJ?.'.«H)‘] ,;:,h.:N ‘:';;‘L}' lj

A s am sl G L

s ol 3 df @l ) -

? Lﬂ?z-.a.:ﬂ L.J": 5

;)—:ﬁllnn I:LJ‘ J‘ l:)sy| = ;U.\,a\.g“ ‘J.a.:)_’ g;-i o
? C;if Jh > ._.i.azllj.

Bt Dol wsuf OV ok e el =
sl i 2al

Ll — 2 o Jh sty —

._.J\s:.a\“_,‘ BBVl e b= 2 aldl &5’1; =

el a2 — 9 ol D 25T, —

dye A BTy susly e bl ois ey
sandl e OIS e 2K 25T & 455 Fel 42
? El3 [_;A’ th‘ og; oAl [;_‘};:.i L}\)m J"_lilll



okt Dl oy 43 0,555 e i = daY)
— Sl I Oledlly L

FT N Go e iz 2llls )W el ] 7
T o ooty 65 5 nte B3 R g
r‘-'i‘ 3l Jil T5ple b oo ool Ly 1t
Slddd 6y C’J‘H’ 2o S Jlg s - tx*"\“
O AN Dal A5 e e+ ST Sl
e g A 0,5 1Ty = S LS i)
Aol oz et O s

Al T 2 OV 555855 e il o —
e Lol 51 ladle s

OV Ll o |l BT -

(ailey el 334l C..Lx.il Jsld de ya Je U =
g & e :’J‘

s O LQ""‘J LS""“y‘”’ o 1e s |J.=- Zil —

@ 5,14

Dest 6,55 5 ik s drde g5 e —
SRS TS INEY:

rl..Lﬂ ils JI ___Jt;‘;&)\'a- L1

o SN o) 205131 Bl s Y

! g3

el C.,.Adﬂ‘,.n._.:\uu) oo O3
Bl Dol 8 e & ,,as le 51 éc Lo 2l
yo Ay Lol t;;l; g2y b e« 55T
R e R
By— 0 85 bl iy il ol 25 O UL
DU Slel I e € 35 pd ple ple
D Y Gl pleme 05T olla2dl ey
5o kis gl e — gy NI 3 oy FY LI
‘&)lfu sl g

&0 uo,-x(u én o> uUb@ Uc;«- Ol Lo
+ de e ,,..\»\,Jﬂ_g‘,a.s JlLJ\H R b;,,. A o

ol 28y Ole ads g).u.|9 ablz AL L—
ucﬂl ! u;,,.l JsY

8Ty §15 dam gl gl ¥y db Lolale =
. dr de

oty i) &5 8L Ge — B 0 N -
ek g l;’-\i;_ =) Ol e i L_;L'J\L",A.H S

S Iray * dail Loaad Je Ss L5 L
orpdly Jddl d sl W15 L2 sals Q)
o L s gl e,

by o @MV o eyt y L g5d) o 5057
62 Ny 30 JE 8510 & amd Tl sld] m
Lo J) Ll 231 ¥ lgm gl sy L8l g S5
oo ) e oz SlaaWl b o5 - p312005
i Sy 2 2

Bl G5 G &5 W a3 YOI a5
@ 3 Ol 236 ST S ey 55 Y
e B s - S e g2 ) et sy
Vi il ) J,_w,nuurm, J..;, iz33 Je U
CJE S B e 2T Ol Wl
30 Gl 26 e e o5 3 A
logls Lopols Loyl la e LIR2 51351ty ol ke
S5y [ Fco demiae Je 3003 o) o J3lI el
odly iz Y Vs ey Di2e 125 Lde oo I
Je=! Shsley UL W@ (,Q ide lle 20
s o e jaldl
o e b DLV e i 1 S
d =iy A datel s &;:,...al o L
oAtanll Bl oV g gl gl) 3 jme S LVIEL 2 Lol
el el e g al el & el
S W ag 1131 o el L5 Oy 1S5 s
PlpVlas me5 il t\,‘:l_, aas )l l,,...?;,.x,..r.
35Vl alm e
Caboly 8,3 OH[ slaz ¥l 25,05 3y
o bty Ll S AL




Gaw oy e SRS S5 Kelal 2l
gl sy el s dV satll mloWl = 2l
¢ o ¢ Bl ¢oslar ¢ dald) Sy 5 2l oday
SRS AR N roR g S P g KW T T
— Byio Ll g5 Gz Wl L= B,
CL::." "i“;ﬁ} L‘\ﬁ g:JJI.’ L""S ..::)Er_ l:" ;)‘z‘ h;'):’."
R ) e L]
PRl a7 oLl B by U | ke
Gl ALY sde Jo gl w3 eVl Wy
e ST 2 L 2l5 @ i 1305 ST - L S
Llesell s 2 2bles ae ol Sl bl St
L‘,A lf‘:'.:. Oé l?n-b. l:J“ ‘J.f' Jlf'\“ a:\ﬁ) o0 iaff:
? el

Sl o(l . ..'J‘:!J}«-l‘ A5 Loy oo s &U)SM
rl:;n -,_.,c c? lﬁb} \cl;CN G.L—‘ L;lﬁ \‘J-ﬁ: ;Jb‘)
n? 3 Bl W e B53lo Bt 0 O o - L
iy iy el @Ol - s g2 sLl
< Ay i.x._r Ll Je u‘, &1l

e 125 Ll e Bloo) 501 e 37 01 e

el e oo Ty s 0ds Bl

94

S P
a5h e B o 206 S ode e o Sl %
: ? laxe
losie 3 055 O bl s e Tl 518 65 3
e dsily Bl & W= Opel) o
IV Tl ol e sl L & 2uls”
S-PRVR RSV PS NJUI SSS
Syl ae ..‘L-._:J?J;f).; by J:); 41-"}-'\,5{0
O S POV - NPT S i VPPN 81 PP v
* gl Llad u.nJ\,;, ['?:33)
Vs o3 b d ool 45 beis o 55
o (Bl ol e U iy + Ll 51 e I8
.::.13- A3y L a2 il Jyo M G laless e O
Soppth Leid 8l ol o1 L ok 23

b ey o Al I 2oas gl el 500

fait & 5 o dman Loy Kl Y1 2
R AT SY
o u_,’-a-\_;la&b')wla:ﬁu l?:b‘.lz.lsj

AUTOGRAPHS



AUTOGRAPHS AUTOGRAPHS




AUTOGRAPHS

AUTOGRAPHS




AUTOGRAPHS 1 AUTOGRAPHS




2
s
:







